SHARD TWENTY-FOUR 


A candle’s light has furnished us the tale 


of beings grown, demolished, and remade 


by That-which-wants, -creates, -destroys, -repeats. 


The beasts had disremembered what they'd been; 


observe, the signs of ever-flowing play. 

This moth of many wings one parses left 
to right, this layered thing upon the shelf, 
emerged from many tucked-away conceits. 
If you embarked on research you would find 
the tells within this tale, as chunks of sleek 
amphorae, reassembled, limn the forms 
of those imprisoned by, enwrapped in strife 
of battle with, a host of blameless foes. 

So come: unfold those arms, embrace a song 
that stretched inside a walking tree throughout 


its varied seasons; bloomed at last; was caught 


and pressed into the forms of other former Trees, 


to fend the dark that stalks the purr of sound. 
It’s time to ask why all of this took place. 
Consider that, as one might wish for a friend 
with whom to play, or hear a story, Cloud, 
(of turning dust, inside a void) was sick 

of solitude. It craved adventure; thus 
exploded to dust, so as to hide and seek. 

The blowout littered space with infinite orbs 
to house expanding billions, each compelled 
to strive in conflict (and at other times 
cooperate). They each inherited 

an antic mind, attuned to meaning. We’re 
like all the other beings: forced to play 

the role, and grateful. Some believe that World 


10 


15 


20 


25 


30 


is callous. What It does cannot be done 

without. The Cloud is grateful; shares a set 

of tools to help in this drama. Love 

is one such device, that sends us far 35 
across the field of Life, providing Cloud 

an endless flow of things to do and be. 

It keeps reusing each of us, just as 


the flowing sea accepts returning waves. 
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